



i nc uragea e oj 

But for thy world emoying but this land, 

Is itnotmore then ihame to lliamcitfo ? 

Land-lord of England art thou now not, nor King, 
lhy itatcof law is bond-flaue to the law 
And thou. 

Kmg. Ah lunatick lcane-witted foole. 

Prefuming on an Agues priuiledge, 

Darcft with thy frozen admonition 

Make pale our cheeke, chafing the Royall blood 

With furie from his natiuereficknee. 

Now by my Seates right Royallmaieftie 
Wert thou not Brother to grea t Edwards fonne, 

This tongue that runnes lo roundly in thv head. 
Should runne thy head from thy vnrererent fhoulders. 

Gams Oh (pare me not my brother Eebords fonne. 
For that I was his Father T*W>v/.r fonne : 

That blood already, like the Pellican, 
thou tapt and drunkenly carowft . 

My Brother gioceiler ^mt well meaning foule, 
Whomfa^ebefall in heauenroongd happy foules, 
May be a prefiden t and witnofle good, * r 
That thou r efpe<ft'ft not /pilling Edwards blood 
Ioyne with the prefent fickBeffe that I haue, 

And thy vnkindnes be like crooked age^ 

To crop at once a too long withered .flower. 

Liue in thy fliame, but die not iliame with thee : 

Thefe words heereafter, thy tormentors be : 

Conuay me to my bed, then to my graue, 

Loue they to liue, that loue and honour haue, 

E' 

Km. Andletthcm die, that ageand fullenshaue,' 
ror both haft thou, and both becomethe graue. 

Korke. 1 dobefcechyourMaieftieimpute his words 
1 o wayward ficklinerte and age in him : 

Heloues you on my life, and holds you deere, 

As Harry Duke of Herford, were he heere. 

King. Right, you fay true; ^Herford shut, fo his: 
As theirs ? fo mine;, andbe as it is. 
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Richard the Second. 

North., My Liege, old gaunt commends him toyo.ur 

King. What fay eshee? (Maieftie. 

North. Nothing, all is fayd; 

His tongue is now a ftringldle inftrument, 

Words, life, and all, old Lancajferhith Ipcnt. 

Yorke, Be Yorke the next that mult be banckrout fo, 

T hough Death be poore, it ends a mortal! wo. 

King. The ripeft Fruitc firft falles and fo doth hej 
His time is fpent, our pilgrimage mu ft be : 

So much for that. Now for our /ri/Z Warres s 
We muft fupplant thofe rough rug-headed kernes. 

Which liue like venome, where no venomc elfe 
Bu t onely they, hau e priuiledge to liue. 

And for thefe great aftayres do askelonte charge. 

Towards ourafsiftance we do feazeto vs, 

The Plate, Coyne, Reuenewes, and moueablcs 
Whereofour V fickle Gaunt did (land potfeft. 

Yorke. How long (hall I be patient i Ah how long 
Shalltcnderduetiemakeme fuffer wrong? 

NotGlocefters death, norHerfords banifliment, 

Nor Gaunts rebukes, nor Englands priuate wrongs. 

Nor the preuention of poore Bullingbrooke 
About his marriage, nor my ownc dilgrace, 

Haue euer made me lower my patient checke. 

Or bend one wrinckle on my Soueraignes face : 

I am the laft of the noble E wards Sonnes, » 

Ofwhom thy Father Prince of Wales was firft. 

In Warre, was neuer Lion rage more fierce : 

In Peace, was neuer gentle Latnbe more mildc 
Then was that young and Princely Gentleman 
His face thou haft, for euen fo lookt he, 

Accompkfhtwith a niimberofthy hourcs j 
But when he frowned, it was againft the French, 
Andnotagainfthis Friendes : his noble hand 
Did winnewhat hedidfpend,andlpentnotthat 
Which his trinmphant Fathers hand had wonne ; 

His hands were guiltie of no kindred blood, 

But bloody with the enemies of his kinne. 
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